ee F ETS LEAVE, JIM,” Karen said softly. “They're 
just about to close the museum and, frank- 
ly, this place gives me the creeps.” 

Jim Donleavy turned toward his girlfriend. 
He smiled. “Sure, kid, sure. | was just think- 
ing . . . There must be a fortune hidden away in 
these sarcophagi.” 

“You wouldn't!” she hissed. 

“Why not?” he asked, an amused grin playing 
across his lean face. “There are no guards on 
this wing and the burglar alarm could be jump- 
ed by a six-year-old kid.” 

“And we're on the fourth floor in the middle 
of the city.” 

“Access is no problem. The new wing has 
plenty of convenient girders. Yes, it just might 
work at that.” 

“| almost think you're serious, Jim.” She 
paused to look closely at his face and was re- 
lieved when she saw him smile. “There are other 
ways to get money. Besides, | wouldn’t tamper 
with the curse.” 

“Hey, | didn’t know you could read hiero- 
glyphics.”” 

“May I have your attention please,” a metal- 
lic voice intoned. “The museum is closing. Please 
make your way to the nearest exit. Thank you.” 


What power of the deepest pit of 
Hell would dare to reactivate a 
corpse more than 3,000 years dead! 


They turned and walked to the northwest 
staircase. Jim took one more look around be- 
fore he opened the stairway door. A guard 
was checking for stragglers and shutting off 
the overhead fluorescents. 

“Okay,” he said when they walked out the 
front doors of the slate-gray structure. “Now 
what's this about a curse?” 

“Well, | knew that there usually is one con- 
nected with mummies so | did a bit of research. 
It seems that Hem-Li-Tep was plagued with dis- 
sension and chaos during his rule. There was 
more unrest than usual due to a famine. For 
his protection, and because he didn’t trust his 
palace guard, Hem-Li-Tep had a special body- 
guard, Ser, to watch over him in life and to 
guard his passage into the next world. When 
he died, Ser slew himself so thathe could stand 
guard in death as he had in life.” 

“Go on,” Jim said as he pulled the car into 
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“Skeptic. But you’re hooked, I 
can tell. Anyway, the legend says 
that many men tried to violate the 
sanctity of Hem-Li-Tep’s tomb. No 
one succeeded. Each man died 


horribly.” 
“What killed them, Karen?” 
“Well, the legend isn’t that 
specific.” 


“Of course they wouldn’t go into 
detail,” Jim snorted, as he slowed 
the car for a red light. “Like you 
said, each mummy has a legend 
connected with it and each one is 
equally vague. They all died 
horribly, eh? I don’t believe it.” 

“There’s more, Jim. The legend 
says that Hem-Li-Tep’s treasure 
was the most valuable of the 
Koruthic Dynasty. No 
succeeded, true. But if anyone did, 
he would lose what he had prized 
the most in life.” 

“That sounds fair, Karen. Now 
all this talk of curses has brought 
grumbles to my stomach.” He 
glanced at his watch, turning his 
wrist so the street light illuminated 
the dial. “What say we stop for a 
quick bite.” 

Karen nodded glumly. She felt 
that Jim had been too quick to 
change the subject. 


S ATURDAY MORNING dawned 
and found Jim Donleavy putting his 
plan into action. He showered, 
dressed, skipped breakfast and 
drove over to the County Art 
Museum. He parked his Olds next 
to the construction site and walked 
over to the small knot of men 
standing over a sheaf of blueprints. 

“Good morning.” 

“Mornin’,” one of the men said. 
“Can I help you?” 

“Yes,” Jim said. “I’m looking for 
the foreman.” ~ 

“Well, you’ve found him. What 
can I do for you?” 

Jim sized the man up. He was 
short and stocky, with a swatch of 
red hair showing under his hard hat. 
Jim thought the man looked cordial 
enough. He figured he had nothing 
to lose. 

“My name’s Jim Donleavy,” he 
said, extending his hand. The other 
man took it in his firm grip. “Pm a 
student at Pacific University. I’m 
studying architecture.” 

“My nephew, he goes there too,” 
the man said. “He wants to be a 
doctor. That’s fine with me. I'll 
build him an office and he can cure 
my ills.” 

12 
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“As I said, I’m studying 
architecture. I thought I might doa 
story for the school paper about the 
new construction here. What did 
you say your name was?” 

“I didn’t, but it’s Miller. Harv 
Miller.” 

“Well, Mr. Miller, it sure would 
help my studies if you could show 
me around the site. You know, tell 
me about the materials and the 
technique you use. ld learn more 
and,” Jim said smiling, “I could get 
you some free publicity. Might even 
help to drum up some business for 
you. That is, if it’s not toomuch 
trouble.” 

The florid man smiled. “No, no 
trouble. You’ll have to sign a 
waiver, though, releasing the 
company from any liability.” 

“No problem there.” Jim wished 
he had used another name with the 
man. Oh well, he thought. There’s 
nothing I can do about it now. 

“Sure, sure. I understand. Can we 
start now?” 

“TIl be right with you,” Miller 
said. “Just let me clear up some 
details with the boys. In the 
meantime, feel free to look around.” 

“Thanks, Pll do that.” 

After he finished with his crew, 
Miller brought the waiver over for 
Jim’s signature. After glancing at 
the scrawled name, Miller tucked 
the form into his breast pocket and 
guided Jim around huge spools of 
electrical cables. They ascended the 
new wing’s skeleton and stepped 
out onto a tool littered floor. 

“Watch your step around here, 
son. Try as I do, the men still leave 
their equipment where it falls when 
the whistle blows.” 

“Do they work on Saturday,” Jim 
asked, stepping over a rivet gun. 

“No, just me and some of the 
supervisors going over the plans.” 

“I imagine you must have a lot of 
trouble with tools and materials 
being stolen.” 

“Not really, Mr. Donleavy.” 

“Call me Jim.” 

“All right, Jim,” Miller said. “We 
have an -arrangement with the 
museum. Their guards sort of keep 
on eye on things. Weve got a 
watchman also, but he’s not good 
for much. He’s visible, but he 
couldn’t stop kids throwing dirt ina 
sandbox. Besides, this is just the 
frame going up now. When we get 
the flooring and the siding, glass 
and such, then we'll beef up 
security to protect the valuable 
stuff.” $ 

They scampered over the girders 
and Jim heeded Miller’s warning 
about not looking down. He 
followed the older man along a steel 


beam extending from the new wing 
to the Egyptian Culture room. 

“When this wing is completed,” 
Miller was saying, “we'll get the 
boys in here with compression 
hammers and knock out a door. The 
rest of the wall will stand . . .” 

Jim wasn’t listening. His eyes 
found the silver tape around the 
burglar alarm. He knew the latch 
would give him no trouble. He 
glanced around and at the lower left 
corner of the old wing he saw the 
outside alarm box. That could be 
taken care of also. He turned back 
to Miller. 

“Why that is fascinating. And a 
good way to save money, too.” 

“There’s more to be seen if you’ll 
step this way, Jim.” 

After an hour of discussion, Jim 
thanked Miller and promised to 
send the man a copy of the story. He 
was formulating his plan as he 
drove from the museum to the 
shopping center. 


ee 

Karen, I CAN’T make it 
tonight,” Jim said, holding the 
phone away from his ear. He fully 
expected an emotional outburst, as 
Karen was extremely possessive and 
suspicious of last minute 
cancellations. 

“Look, something’s come up.” He 
was surprised at her calm reaction. 
“PI call you later. Better yet, meet 
me at the beach at about midnight. 
Make it behind the drive-in theater. 
Pil have a surprise for you. Right. 

ye.” 


He hung up the phone and 
glanced at the open toolbox on his 
bed. He checked the cans of foam 
wax, and made sure the insulated 
wire was properly coiled. 

“‘Let’s see,” he said aloud. “Glass 
cutter, alligator clips, screwdriver. 
Check.” 

He snapped the box shut, slipped 
into a pair of overalls and walked 
rapidly to his car. He grumbled 
silently about the full moon, slid 
behind the wheel and drove over to 
the construction site. After timing 
the guard’s schedule, he climbed 
over the chain-link fence, crouched 
in the shadows, then inched his way 
over to the ladder resting against 
the blood-red girders. By the time 
the watchman completed his 
circuit, Jim was hiding behind a 
pile of sheet metal on the first floor. 

When the moon slipped behind a 
cloud, he walked over to the wall of 
the old building and located the 
alarm box. Jim pulled out the cans 
of foam wax, uncapped one, and 
pointed the nozzle into the alarm 


(Continued on page 54) 


gø REAL LIVE 


SEXUAL 


INTERCOURSE 


on 8mm film 


LEARN FROM THE EXPERTS! 
Watch as a passionate nude couple 
perform the ultimate in lovemaking. 
Nothing has been censored. These revo- 
lutionary films show you everything from 
the thrusts and throbs of coital passion 
through to an exciting assortment of oral 
love play. OVER 21 ONLY. STATE YOUR 


GE. 
DON’T PUT OFF ANOTHER NIGHT! 


Part 1 Techniques $7.50 
Part 2 Advanced Techniques $7.50 


SPECIAL! Buy both parts for only $10 


Sexual Aid Products 


AND DEVICES 
BRINGS YOL 


of the NEWEST marital aid products, Satisfy your wife 
life. helped. 


Enjo: 
OVER SN ONLY. ST STATE YOUR AGE. 
SEND TO: Caneel DEPE Nao 


New York,J000 
WILL GET yon THE LARGEST 

25: UNCENSORED CATAL 

GOnseatauy, E 


BOOKS © FILMSe MAGAZINES © PHOTOS ETC. 


OVER 21 ONLY. STATE YOUR 
ERE. DEPT. MM30T 
99 Broad rk 000 


SOPHISTICATED 
BROADMINDED 
UNINHIBITED 


id and truthful book possessing vivid photographs and 

explicit pet itlike-it-is descriptions, of this most intricate sexual 
ue and unusual photographs reveal the artistry in the 

tongue and mouth homage to a loved one's body. OVER: 21 

ONLY. STATE YOUR AGE, 

RARELY DOES SUCH EROTIC DETAIL APPEAR IN A BOOK! 


Send \ With Each Order You Will 
FR E Receive a Set Of 4X5” Photos 
Of This Most Intimate Act! 


Book Bargains, Inc. mms5o1 
1199 BROADWAY, 


NEW YORK, N. Y. 10001 


CAMEO DEPT.MMIOI 
1199 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10001 


` project on a perfectly blank wall. 


“Lights, please.” 

Johnnie killed the lamps and we 
three sat back and watched the 
film. The quality was very poor, I 
must admit, but I was proud just 
the same. 

“The pair of you are witnessing 
history. This is one of the few times 
where a spirit has been captured on 
film.” 

The movie was barely five 
minutes long. It was a weak and 
fuzzy rendition of a chain of events 
still fresh and vivid in our 
memories. At its conclusion Joanna 
looked at me. “Why and how were 
you able to get her into the 
camera?” 

“Simple. Ghosts are terrified of 
light. They’re timid, shy, preferring 
solitude—unless . . .” I drew out 
the sentence, enjoying their 
mounting interest. 

“Unless what, damn it!” John 
was exasperated. 

“Yes, tell us, for goodness sake.” 

I laughed. “Unless the ghost were 
an actress! In life she loved to 
perform in front of an audience. 
And when she passed into the spirit 
world she kept the habit, I guess.” 

“But who was she and why has 
she suddenly starting to appear on 
stage during a performance?” 
Johnnie obviously was unimpressed 
by my explaination. 

“I did some research before I 
came here today. After three hours 
of sneezing from dust, I came across 
an article in the London Times 
dated 4 February 1871. A murder 
had been committed in this theatre. 
A chorusgirl had been stabbed by a 
jealous suitor. The prop room was, I 
gather, originally some sort of 
dressing room. The man sneaked up 
and killed the poor girl. And her 
shade is your ghost.” 

“But why has 
become so active?” 

I asked the pair of show people to 
follow me. We walked out into the 


she suddenly 


audience area. 

Pointing, I said, “That light is a 
new one, isn’t it?” 

Johnnie nodded. “Right. I told 
the owner that we really didn’t need 
another fixture and that it would 
look terrible. He wouldn’t listen to 
me and put it up anyway. Now he 
agrees and is talking of getting rid of 
it. But what does that have to do 
with a ghost?” 

“That chandelier is directly 
above the prop room. Some beams 
of light must be shining in through 
the worn planking on the floor. 
Ghosts can’t stand light—and that 
is why I filmed ours with an infra- 
red camera—she had to leave her 
home-base more frequently. Even 
when there was a show on. 
Whenever that light was burning, 
she had to be out of its range. But as 
a former actress, she was well-used 
to stage lights. And that explains 
hte 


“What are you going to do about 
her, Johnnie?” asked Joanna. “This 
show is only going to run here a few 
more weeks, then it’s on to Scotland 
on tour. I think you should be the 
one to decide what’s to be done.” 

“To tell you the truth, Mr. 
Varney, it gets kind of lonesome 
here late at night. If I tar the 
flooring so that no light gets in from 
that fixture—and disturb the actors 
when the ghost has to vacate her 
home—I’d just as soon leave her 
here. I’ve gotten used to her, and I 
think she knows I’m around. 
Someday ld even like to try to talk 
to her.” 

“A wise decision, John,” I said. 

“I agree,” added Joanna. “‘I’ll tell 
the rest of the cast that our Mr. 
Varney put the spook to flight so 
they won’t be frightened to work 
here.” 

I smiled at both of them. “And we 
three will share a secret that will 
always remind us of the time we 


SLAVE OF SATAN 
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unit’s metal louvres. There was a 
soft hiss and moments later the first 
can was empty. He uncapped the 
second can and smiled grimly when 
the foam gushed from the sides and 
front of the alarm box. Jim used a 
third can for good measure, then 
placed a rag under the unit to avoid 
any drippings. He then climbed to 
the third floor and went to work on 
the museum window, carefully 
cutting through the glass and 
jumping the alarm system. He 
uncoiled the wire he had brought 


filmed the show-off ghost of 
Kensington Theatre!” THE END 
with him, then unlocked the 


window. He slipped inside, held his 
breath and looked at his watch. The 
wax, he estimated, would dissolve 
in twenty minutes. He would have 
to be long gone by then. 

Moving silently, he crossed the 
room to where the twin sarcophagi 
of Hem-Li-Tep and Ser stood in the 
ghostly halflight of the moon’s rays. 
He slipped a thin nail file around 
Hem-Li-Tep’s lid and swore softly 
as it popped open. His file clinked 
to the floor. In the darkness, the 
sound was shattering. Sweat 
popped out on his forehead as he 
listened for any sounds. There were 
none. 

Jim knelt the 


before open 
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container and whistled as he shone 
his shielded flashlight on the 
bottom. A series of red, green and 
white dots sparkled in the light. 

“There must be a fortune in gems 
there,” he said softly. “And that 
wouldn’t include the gold settings.” 

Working rapidly now, he stuffed 
the treasure into a gray felt bag, 
closed the ceremonial casket, and 
retraced his steps to the window. He 
relatched the window, left the wires 
in place, and climbed to the first 
floor to check the alarm box. The 
louvres were glistening; the wax had 
dissolved. Jim knew he didn’t have 
much time. 

He checked for the watchman, 
saw him disappear behind the 
company trailer, and then-ran for 
the fence. He was over and out of 
sight before the old man came 
around again. Jim laughed softly as 
he dropped the tool box on the back 
seat of his car, started the motor 
and picked up the highway for the 
beach. 


ee 
Jiu. HOW COULD YOU?” 
Karen said in horror as she glanced 
at the ceremonial bracelet he had 
clasped around her wrist. 

“Tt was easy,” he said, going on to 
detail his plan. 

“That’s not what I meant and you 
know it. Besides, there’s nothing 
you can do with the stuff. How are 
you going to sell treasure that can 
be traced?” 

“Simple,” he said, his eyes 
glowing in the light that filtered 
down from the movie screen. “Pll 
melt down the gold and chip out the 
stones. They can be sold one by one. 
And no one is the wiser.” 

“Except for us. And then there’s 
the curse.” 

“The hell with the curse. Don’t 
try any of that mumbo-jumbo on 


“Where’s 
treasure?” 

“In the car, up the beach a bit. 
Want to see it?” 

“No, thank you,” she said icily. 
“Now if you’ll be so kind as to take 
this with you. I want nothing to do 
with you or your robbery.” 

He tried to unclasp it but the 
catch was old and it jammed. “You 
wait here,” he said. “Pll be back 
with a pliers. Sit tight.” 

Jim walked down the beach, 
swearing softly to himself. He was 
trying to think of a way to bring 
Karen around when the air was 
filled with piercing screams. 
Thinking they were coming from 
the movie screen nearby, Jim 
walked on. But then he heard them 
again, 

“Jim. He’s got me,” Karen cried 


the rest of your 


in anguish. “Help!” 

He turned and stared, totally 
shocked. Karen had fainted. She 
was lying helpless in the arms of a 
ghostly apparition. The 
combination of movie and moon- 
light revelated the old, leathery, 
wrinkled head of the figure. He was 
swathed in ancient, decayed 
bandages. Instant realization 
flooded through Jim’s brain as 
Karen’s words came back to him. 

That’s Ser, his mind screamed. 
That’s Ser back for the jewels, the 
treasure, led to Karen by the 
bracelet she wore. He stood numbly 
for a moment as the rest of the 
warning came back to him. Not 
only was Ser led there by the power 
of the gold, but he carried the one 
thing in this world Jim prized most 
highly. Karen! With a_ blinding 
speed borne of necessity, Jim raced 
over the five hundred feet of sand 
separating him from the rest of the 
treasure. 

He flung open the doors of the 
car, rummaged in the back seat, 
and came up with the felt sack. 
There was just a chance, he thought 
desperately. Just one chance. 

He ran back to where the mummy 
stood waiting. 

“Okay, Ser, okay. You win,” Jim 
said. “Here, here are the jewels 
you're looking for. Here!” 

He tossed the bag at the 
mummy’s left foot. It hit the sand 
and opened, spilling its contents on 
the soft beach. Ser lowered Karen to 
the sand and trudged over to the 
jewels. Jim whipped the pliers out 
of his pocket and ran over to where 
Karen lay. He checked her ragged 
breathing, then snipped the 
ceremonial bracelet from her wrist. 
He flung it on the pile Ser was 
examining. 

With methodical precision, Ser 
gathered the treasure in his massive 
bandaged hands and, holding it 
before him, retraced his steps along 
the beach. Only once did he look 
back, fixing Jim with a stare the 
frightened boy knew he would 
remember for the rest of his life. 

Jim watched the retreating 
figure, until he was lost in the 
undergrowth which separated the 
beach from the highway. When Ser 
had vanished into the night, Jim 
carried Karen to his car. His hands 
trembled as he fumbled with the 
ignition. 


ee I 
HOPE YOU'RE satisfied 
now,” Karen said, sipping her 
coffee. “That thing almost carried 
me away. Would have too, if you 
hadn’t come around.” 
Jim swallowed his eggs and 
glanced around the coffee shop. The 
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bright sunlight, filtering through 
clean windows, had put to rest the 
previous evening’s nightmare. 

“What do you think about curses 
now, smarty?” 

“I believe,” Jim said sincerely. 
“The papers must have had a field 
day with this.” 

“Oh, not really. They just said 
that potential thieves had come into 
the County Museum through a 
window in the new wing. Officials at 
the museum figured they were 
heading for the new shipment of 


Indian artifacts on the first floor. 
Then the wax seeped out of the 
alarm, it went off, and they broke 
out through the front door. Poof!” 

“Do you think they'll ever come 
looking for me?” 

“Why bother? Nothing of value 
was taken.” 

Nothing of value indeed, Jim 
thought. 

“Talmost lost you, Karen.” 


She smiled before answering. 
“Silly, you know that almost 
doesn’t count.” THE END 


WHITE MAN’S BLOOD 
(Continued from page 31) 


the space beneath the wagon beds. 
A smaller thorn kraal inside the 
wall of wagons held the bawling ox- 
teams safely. There were about five 
white men, three women and a child 
as well as twenty or so Kaffir 
servants, 

Leydecker - whistled softly to 
himself. This was a strong and well 
engineered ‘laager.’ The Zulu were 
too smart not to know that they 
would lose heavily in an attack on 
such a strong force. They must have 
a hell of a reason. 

“My name’s Henderson,” the 
Englishman said. He was tall and 
heavily built with jet black hair and 
a bulldog look to his pink jaw. 
“These are my wagons. Come. Pll 
introduce you to the others.” The 
other whites in the party were 
Henderson’s younger brother and 


wife, a white hunter named 
MacEnzie, and two servants 
Henderson had brought from 
England. The remaining two 


women were Henderson’s wife and 
sister-in-law. The child was his 
daughter. 

As they approached the two 
women on the far side of the circle, 
Leydecker nearly gasped aloud. 
Henderson’s wife was Hendrika 
Van Cuyk! 

Hendrika’s china-blue eyes wid- 
ened as her husband introduced 
her. ‘““Meinheer Leydecker and I 
have met, Ronald,” she said 
without expression. “He is an old 
friend of . . . of my father.” 

“Oh, you knew old Van Cuyk?” 
asked Henderson. 

“T fought under him at 
Jamestown,” said  Leydecker, 
looking bitterly at Hendrika. She 
flushed slightly and dropped her 
eyes. 

“Oh, were you with the Boers 
during the war?’ Henderson 
stammered. ‘‘Somehow I fancied 
you an Englishman. I mean, you 
don’t have much of an accent.” 

“I spent a few years in an English 


prison camp,” Leydecker replied, as 
his grey eyes lashed at Hendrika 
like invisible ships. “It gave me 
much time to practice your 
language. I find it handy, now that 
our land belongs to Victoria. It 
seems that all the people worth 
knowing speak it nowadays.” 

“T say, sir, you seem to forget 
yourself!” sputtered Henderson. “I 
mean, damn it all, this is neither 
the time nor the place to re-fight the 
war, what? I wasn’t in the bloody 
thing anyway, thank God.” 

“Im sorry,” said Leydecker. 
“You're quite right. I just feel sorry 
for myself once in a while. Can’t 
resist twisting the lion’s tail now 
and ‘then. My God, is that little 
Alfreda?” 

Hendrika’s sister had been a mere 
child the last time he’d seen her. 
Now he suddenly recognized the 
blooming young blonde holding 
Henderson’s daughter as the 
gangling fourteen-year-old who'd 
waved goodbye as he’d marched 
forever away from that little 
settlement outside of Johannesburg 
to join her father’s Kommando. 

“Its about time you recognized 
me, Karl Leydecker,” she laughed. 
Then in Afrikaans she said, 
glancing at her older sister, “We 
heard you were dead, Karl. Papa 
came home after the fighting and 
told us you’d been killed at Broken 
Hill. Hendrika waited until. . .” 

“Speak English!” Leydecker said 
bleakly. “Its rude to speak a 
strange language in front of 
someone. Haven’t you been taught 
that?” 

One of the men across the laager 
shouted. The two men hurried over 
and looked out across the velt where 
the hunter, MacEnzie, was 
pointing. 


A GIGANTIC Zulu was ap- 
proaching with his right hand held 
aloft in peace. In his left he carried a 
five foot ‘bangwan’ or stabbing 
assagai. Around his waist was a kilt 
of long black hair from the 
colombsu monkey. On his head was 
a bonnet of ostrich feathers. 

“He’s a ‘ringed man’ for sure,” 


